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            אדם יסודו מעפר וסופו לעפר


In the first world, the chosen people had crafted them of mud, and flame, and Word. Cracked clay limbs had softened to flesh, and the Messiah—both elder and child—had awoken to song: Odem yesoydoy meyofor vesoyfo leyofor. Man begins in dust, and ends in dust.


Tsayt played beside the park’s path, rheumatic fingers trembling on the violin. Several worlds ago, his granddaughter—it felt best, that word—had carved those words into the gleaming maple. Ages of polish had blackened the letters, but the violin remembered the Yiddish, as did the luthier playing it. Tsayt watched them all in the pre-dawn light: the early runners and late lovers, the sleepers curled in the grass like boulders. He played softly, warming, preparing—


“Better shoes next time, grandpapa.” She scowled at the tap shoes beside her on the bench: The peeling leather, the metal separating at the heels. “See what I have to work with?”


He played on, eyes closed. “A poor painter blames their brush, Ketzie.”


“They’re blue.”


“Are not our oceans? Are not our skies?”


“Those were your idea.” Grimacing, Ketzie kicked off her chucks and shoved on the first shoe. “No wonder this world turned out shit. Stupid, outdated—”


He cleared his throat. She shot him a glare, but yanked the laces tight. “Let’s just get this over with.”


“A moment.” The wood warmed beneath his touch, the strings awakening in the twilit chill. How many violins had he made, across their lifetimes? But this had been his first, and he couldn’t bear to part with it. Its song was gentle, sweet as silver—


Something slammed into him, knocked him off the path. Tsayt stumbled. “Peace to y—”


“Peace to this, you fucking kike.” The spit struck his spectacles, dripped to his cheek. The bald man snickered, sauntered away.


Grimacing, Tsayt wiped his cheek with a handkerchief, removing his glasses. The moment he did, the unfiltered world’s aurascape blazed: Currents of light coursed through the stones, the sleeping figures, a burrito wrapper pecked clean by glowing rats. He glanced at Ketzie. Without the lenses, he saw her as she was: The bones with marrow of molten clay, the letters truth engraved upon her brow. He bore it too, the Word their people had used to awaken them. Ketzie wrinkled her nose. “Put ’em back on. It’s creepy when you See me.”


“You prefer I see the world through spit?”


“I prefer that skinhead took his meals through a straw.” She bit her lip. “It’s happenin’ again. Worse than before.”


“…we waited too long, this time.”


“You wanted to wait beyond the war. Well, we did. And surprise, surprise: New era, same shit. They’ve made camps, grandpapa! And shootings, and bans…” Ketzie glared down the path. “We get rid of ’uns like him, next time.”


“We can try,” he said simply. “Now get to it.”


She jerked the laces tight on the second shoe. Beneath her skin, veins of darkness flowed to her heart, which pumped light back into radiant arteries. “Still creepy,” she reminded him. She glanced to the horizon. “Time’s up.”


He followed her gaze: Dawn had come. He smiled. They had both agreed not to change the sky: That, they had gotten right. He savored the sight a moment longer—it was beautiful, wasn’t it?—then tucked his spectacles into his pocket. His fingers traced the words carved into the violin. “Ready.”


Ketzie scowled down at her shoes. “Yahweh’s ass, it’s like the sky ate liver and squatted over my feet.” She stood, feet parting in first position, graceful arms lifting. Beneath her stance, the shoes began to smoke. “You good?”


He raised the violin. “Yes.”


The concrete around her began to bubble. She glanced back at him: One eye blazed white, the other pulsed with darkness. “Better shoes, next time?”


“Next time,” he promised.


Ketzie turned away. The air around her began to ripple. “Let’s do this.”


Bow raised, heel lifted. They played.


The world hummed. The song from the smoking strings split into several octaves, dozens, hundreds, a vast spectrum shaking the earth with its own resonant frequency. Ketzie’s delicate steps slammed down, shattering the mantle.


Expectations of the Messiah differed with each world—this one prophesized a judge, of all things—but it had never occurred to anyone that the Messiah was already here: That this world, tragically, was the world to come—and with a scratched violin and tattered tap shoes, the Messiah tried to save their people.


Failing each time.


The song grew into a roar. The earth’s flesh cracked beneath them, fissures forming gaping maws that belched ancient gases into the atmosphere. The irony was bitter. But their makers’ words had been clear: Man begins in dust and ends in dust.


True, Tsayt thought. But what difference was there between dust and ash?


His thumb ran across the words scratched into the wood. No, he couldn’t part with this violin. The wood had too many memories: Every song and laugh and scream across hundreds of lifetimes had settled into the maple, warping it, changing its voice. It remembered…and so did they. A gash mangled Tsayt’s left ear: The first world had tagged them, like cattle. Another had marked numbers on their arms with ink, another with acid. Tsayt’s back held a pale strip of skin when they’d painted him with a yellow stripe, and Ketzie’s inner thumb had a twisted X from the world that had branded Jewish children to separate them in schools. A golem’s flesh forgot nothing.


One-twothree One-twothree. The air itself caught fire.


Yes, they would start again. And again. And again. Ketzie and he would build this world anew over and over until they found one—just one—that permitted them to exist.


The planet’s core ceased spinning. The ozone dissolved, scorching the Earth, boiling the oceans.


Odem yesoydoy meyofor vesoyfo leyofor.


Tsayt closed his eyes and played, listening to the beauty of tap shoes on broken concrete.


©2020 David-Christopher Harris Galhea



  David-Christopher Harris Galhea received his M.A. in Medieval Literature from the Ohio State University, which he uses exclusively to teach his cat Latin. His publications include the fantasy stories “Last Call” (The Arcanist), “Falselight” (PageHabit), and “Children of Ozymandias” (50WordStories); numerous articles in AMDA Magazine; and presentations at medieval conferences across the country. He is currently querying his fantasy manuscript, Ælement.
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            All day the queen has been chattering in my ear.

I cannot complain; I invited her.

Truthfully, I’m too fond of her—her buzzing shakes something deep in me

And I want to respond with my own cry.

There’s a hive in my lungs, sluggish, buzzing.

Waiting. What a glorious meeting of voices that would be.

But there are groceries and the dinner to be considered.

I can be insane on Sunday, but not right now, not tomorrow.

Tomorrow is important. Oh, but the bee is insistent!

I cannot control my hive at all. Maybe contain.

Contain. Contain what? Am I the keeper or am I the kept?

Do I hold my organs in or am I the organs?

Perhaps this is why I cannot face my own face.

The buzzing won’t let me be.

I don’t know much about beekeeping, but my faithful bee

Does and I learn from her, I learn how to bear the winter

Though she herself will not survive; she will forever dream of spring.

She leaves me jars of honey, six of them: six cat’s eyes in the wine cellar.

They were not left for me but I will steal their sweetness for myself;

I have no compunctions against it. After all, she is the bee

And I am her keeper. I will break her home and eat it.

Eat it. I am told it is my duty. I don’t know much about that,

But the sugar withdrawals poison my blood; so be it. So be.

It’s very convenient, that what they want from me I cannot refuse.

A bee tore from the hive, traveled my trachea, stung my tongue—

You can swallow around it, though, and well, the bee is free.

I can tolerate my bee-stung lips—I think they look marvelous.

Better the stings than withdrawal shakes. I spoon my honey,

Just a teaspoon. I guess that’s all right, but, oh dear, what about the dishes?

One cannot only live on honey.

Did you? Did you live on honey? Did you do the dishes

And change the babies, buzzing under your nose, wondering

How to make it sweet? The queen has no answers

For me, her chattering, though, permanently makes home in my ear-shell.

I breathe through the swarm; she’s awakened them.

They still might kill me. But so will the dishes, one day.

I should learn to put the bees to work. They should earn their living

And mine. The bees are wild beasts

But they will die, one by one, as I release them

And I am hungry, my mouth a rabid

Cave bristling with wings and needles.

Tomorrow then. Tomorrow I will set them free.

The dishes will last only through the morning.


©2020 Margarita Kos



  Margarita Kos is an emerging writer born and raised in Warsaw, Poland. She received a Bachelor’s Degree in English Studies at the Jagiellonian University of Cracow. She is also a lifelong painter.
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            Not much. Only everything.


Clouds to creek, hollow to

mountains, wren to

eagle, snails to

stars—greenness to

the cosmos. Peak,

give ground. Wind

to all other things, down

your song, down

my spine. Down, beneath

and beyond and

without all such words

as immensity and eternity

and howl.


I want to be tragic as glacial

melt, bitter as silk, a boreal

sky, a river of lives, a listening

bosom. I want not to be

fangless. I want to be

somebody, anybody unbound

by her own myth. I want

you not as an intruder in my

broken waterlock, but as my

recluse in the desert, my

nomadic bellbird—a megaphone

to the final tuning-fork of life

and truth.


I would be the milkyway-skinned

whale—flair, dappled power, austere

need. You are gorgeous—gauntly,

inhumane. This evisceration is

a perfect simulacrum of what you

don’t dare dream you’d do to me—

dismemberment under slow,

benign authority. A keen

survivalist, your bony anatomy

straitened to one bureaucratic

purpose—ironic, when facing

your animality.


I want to lean with you over

the protean mirror ever-spuming

beneath the bridge, and show you how

you’re asymmetric, liminal—rooted

in a time when androids still tried

to evade full incorporation in humanity’s

humanity. You are a timeless aura, a

singularity in a chasm of distance—your

extraordinary essence the sum of your

detached emptiness, while your

character is its own unsounded

depth. And I want to dive to your

kelp-tressed, petrified bed and rise

with the pearl of your precious

reputation caught in my

gleaming baleen.


©2020 Clarice Hare
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            convinced me to connect the constellations on your back

behind seaweed curtains and underneath sea glass lanterns.

the sea called me, with the promise of soft skin and cerulean eyes.

our home was a house on stilts, overlooking the

copper water and sharp sand. careful, you said as you

showed me where to place my feet to avoid glass-infested blood.


the coral infestation struck like lightning. it found the

crevices in our bath grout, the rough surfaces it could grow

on. like a weed, purple crust formed on our copper bedposts.

you liked the way it tickled your painted toenails.


crabs scuttled across the linoleum floor, beady eyes

watching us. you said they were friends, old lovers,

remnants of a life you have left behind, you promised.

it was true that you tasted more of strawberries than

saltwater, but lips could be deceiving. the tide started

rising closer and closer to the foundation of our

home, summer storms riling from the east.


when the waves crashed on shore,

the picture frame on our mahogany

nightstand shook, glass nearly cracking

from the change in air pressure. the floorboards

trembled like the dead leaves at the end of

autumn: a crackling cacophony that keeps us

awake at night. we watched through the

ink-stained windows as the storm rolled in,


fat raindrop after fat raindrop slid across the moving

sands, and the water swelled so large it seemed pregnant.

perhaps in the thick of it, i could have heard you,

softly singing, voice cracked to oblivion:


oh mother, take me home.


you wrapped yourself in the comforter laced with

iris petals and rose thorns, slid the silk across your

freckled shoulders as you pressed your forehead against

the glass pane, tracing runes with a deliberate finger

in the condensation of your own creation.


the water roared with renewed fervor. towards our

home, its fingers extended pointing to the bedroom where your clamshell

love cached itself in the space between the wooden walls.


Oh take me home.


©2020 Ashley Bao



  Ashley Bao is a Chinese-Canadian-American high school junior. She spends her time writing and dreaming, mostly about cats. Her poetry and short fiction has appeared in Liminality, Strange Horizons, Cast of Wonders, and elsewhere.
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            empty streets:

I make illegal left turns at red lights.

the moon bursts and bruises:

a plum as the aftermath of violence

hanging over the web of glowing street lamps.


cut to: sweat, which is the body’s answer

to the moon’s question: are you satisfied?

I pant like I’ve been running from something.


she pries my mouth open with her hands.

a bloodsoaked bedsheet is just a flag.


she likes to keep her fingertips on my throat

when I swallow

she thinks the bobbing is like a train engine

I don’t know enough about its parts to say otherwise.


this is the part where we dine on little animals

and my fork is a church spire:

a white blade against a tar sky.


cut to: driving with her past verdant fields

pregnant with tobacco leaves.

I taste the smoke

that hasn’t yet taken its first breath.


“I fathered a nation,” she says.

I say, “Can you unfather it?”


I am hogtied by her embrace.

a spit and a spigot are the same

if blood is the result.


she puts her mouth to my neck;

she is taking a knife to a tapestry.

I am undone by lunchtime.


©2020 Martina Litty
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            Later, when you ask the woman you remember as the one with a bloody mouth why she saved your life, she says it’s because she didn’t mean to hurt you.


You didn’t ask to be saved. You also didn’t ask for your legs to be crushed, and her bloody mouth didn’t undo the gap between the car crumpling and the ambulance arriving.


You were promised vampires are super-strong and heal quickly. You were promised being able to fly, or become a bat, or superpowers.


Nobody promised you good health. You’re stuck with the little blue morphine pills that don’t even stop the pain. Mina says she will pay for everything, because it’s her fault, and when you’re ready, she can help you find ‘your people’.


You hang up angry, because you’d just found your people but they all have two legs that work, and now you don’t. You’re afraid they’re not your people anymore.





You scroll through the #hospitalglam hashtag and other combinations of words of people who have made peace with their bodies and try to imagine being the kind of person who looks fucking hot in your new, electric blue custom wheelchair that your partner drags in and out of the car as you limp to physical therapy. Mina bought it.


You literally have to imagine, because there’s nothing to see in the mirror. Your face isn’t there. None of you is there. Even your outfits aren’t there. This was not how you intended to deal with your dysphoria.


The physical therapist somehow never notices you can’t see yourself trying to make sure your shoulder form is good as you work on intrinsics and core muscles you didn’t even know you had. You remember your best friend telling you some ballet studios are removing the mirrors, so you really feel the form in your body. You were never great at being embodied. He still calls you. Not very many people do.


When the therapist makes you lift your arms and wave them a hundred times to strengthen your shoulders for pushing the wheelchair, you imagine you are a swan, and that you will glide serenely on your ocean-blue wheels. You pretend you are dancing. You loved to dance, before Mina. You were going to take a dance class.


The only thing the big mirrored wall shows is the blue chair gliding among the exercise equipment.





You have gotten very good at making sure nobody ever takes your picture. All the cool queer places have stairs; you’re never out where people might snap a group photo anymore. Everyone presumes you sleep all day because of the pain. It’s true. Your legs burn. Your eyes are sore. Existing hurts.


Mina has assured you that people who smell like foods you hate won’t give you bloodlust, so all your heightened sense of smell is good for is being painfully aware your partner’s morning cheap vanilla creamer reeks of beaver butts and rancid oil, and that you still love garlicky adobo.


In front of an empty mirror your partner dyes your hair to match your wheelchair. The stench is unbearable, but you need something about your body to be yours. You watch hands pass over nothing, blue dripping everywhere, until the dye coats your hair and vanishes. You’ll never be able to go to the queer salon again and see Dominique. She would notice you don’t have a reflection.





You can see yourself, kind of, only through your camera selfie lens, and you look kind of good, with your blue hair and your blue wheelchair, but when you take the photo, something about the way it passes through microscopic bits of silver inside cell phones means you’re gone again. Just an empty wheelchair sitting in another doctor’s office with pea green walls.


You upload it anyway, and tag it.





The bizarre concoction of supplements, herbs, medicines, and blood transfusions—as well as your new sense of smell—has kept you from ever getting bloodlust. The idea of drinking someone’s blood is so repulsive, you almost go to the Spanish-language Mass to take the Eucharist, just in case transubstantiation is literal. But what about the holy water? Anne Rice and Twilight didn’t prepare you for this.


Sometimes Mina calls, but you let your partner answer. She is paying for everything, you shouldn’t snub her. But you hate her for taking away things like sunrises and selfies and long walks and cheap brunch because she blew through a red light near dawn.


You hate her less for your blue wheelchair. Some people name theirs. You can’t decide if you want to name yours. It’s not a car.





You’ve gotten very good at photographing everything but yourself. The crumpled hospital gown in the wheelchair. The tray before the transfusion. All those pills. Sunsets, when it hurts less to look out the window.


You look genuinely good according to your phone screen; for one thing your arms have never been so buff. You’re glad you got your dream tattoo before the accident. You look Dead, but otherwise great. You put your coat in your lap, angle the phone so no one will be able to tell if it’s an optical illusion that it floats above the wheelchair, like abstract art. You’re making new friends in the hashtags.


The phone makes its shutter-click, but there is nothing but a weird angle of the tiled floor.





You answer her call this time.


“How are you?” she asks.


“I’m okay,” you say, surprised you mean it. “So these meetings, uh, are there stairs?”


“No,” Mina says, and you can hear her smiling. “Unlike the movies we don’t all live in basements.” She pauses. Sheepishly, she says, “it’s in my mother’s living room. No blood stuff. She’s not into that. There’s no steps.”


You take a deep breath, imagine being a swan among owls, hearing how other people live with being allergic to sunlight.


“If I’ll fit,” you finally decide. “All of me.”


©2020 Lev Mirov



  Lev Mirov’s fiction has appeared in the anthologies The Mother Of Invention, Sunvault, and Myriad Lands II. His non-fiction essays on being disabled and/or trans have appeared in Resistance and Hope and Colorbloq/EFNIKS, and his award-nominated poetry publications include Strange Horizons, Pedestal Magazine, New Myths, Liminality Magazine, and Eye To The Telescope. Lev is a candidate for a masters of fine arts in Interdisciplinary Arts at Goddard College, where he studies music, disabled dance, ballet, and decolonial specularities.
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